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    To everyone who has ever tried to pay an electricity bill with positive energy.
And to the dogs who remind us that while the universe is vast and mysterious, cheese is immediate and real.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Trust in God, but tie your camel."
— Ancient Proverb
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Part One: The Art of Waiting



Chapter 1: The Oracle of Burnt Toast
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The sun was trying very hard to get into the kitchen. It pushed through the grime on the tall windows, cutting through the floating dust like a golden sword.

Sami sat at the wooden table, staring at a piece of toast. It was burnt. Not entirely black, but a dark, aggressive brown in the center.

Most people would scrape it off with a knife. Some would throw it away. But Sami did neither. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He placed his hands on either side of the plate, palms open, feeling the heat rising from the bread.

"What are you telling me?" Sami whispered.

The house creaked. It was a large, rambling old building that sat on the edge of the town of Porto Via. It had once been a grand inn, then a family home, and now, it was Sami’s spiritual sanctuary. It was also falling apart.

Somewhere above, a floorboard settled with a groan. Sami tilted his head. Was the groan a warning? Or was it an affirmation? The burnt toast was in the shape of a cloud. Or perhaps a fist.

"A cloud," Sami decided. "It means obscuration. Things are hidden. I should not act today."

He let out a long sigh of relief. It was Monday. Mondays were usually days for action, for going to the bank, for sweeping the heavy leaves from the front porch. But if the universe was signaling obscuration, who was he to argue?

He pushed the plate away. He would eat fruit. Fruit was natural. It did not burn. It did not judge him.

Sami stood up and walked to the window. He was thirty-four years old, with hair that was always slightly messy and clothes that were loose and comfortable. He wore a linen shirt that had missing buttons, but he felt the missing buttons allowed his heart to breathe.

Outside, the garden was a jungle. Vines climbed over the stone walls, choking the roses his grandmother had planted forty years ago. Weeds stood tall and proud, yellow flowers nodding in the breeze.

A neighbor, Mr. Hara, was walking past the gate. Mr. Hara was seventy years old and believed in concrete, straight lines, and waking up at five in the morning. He paused and looked over the fence at Sami’s wild garden.

Sami waved gently through the glass. "Peace," he mouthed.

Mr. Hara frowned, shook his head, and kept walking.

Sami smiled. Mr. Hara did not understand. He did not see the beauty in letting nature take its course. Why cut the grass? The grass knew how to grow. It did not need instructions.

A sharp rapping sound came from the front door.

Sami froze. He was not expecting anyone. The vibration of the knock felt jagged, red, and urgent. He did not like it.

He waited. Maybe they would go away.

Knock, knock, knock.

"Sami! I know you are in there. I saw you eating a banana in the window."

The voice was female, loud, and devoid of any mystical reverence. It was Maya.

Sami’s shoulders dropped. Maya was his cousin, but spiritually, they were strangers. She was an accountant. She lived in a world of columns, rows, and red ink. She did not believe in signs. She believed in receipts.

Sami walked to the door, moving slowly. He wanted to keep his energy calm. He opened the heavy oak door just enough to peek out.

Maya stood there. She was holding a large, brown envelope. She wore a sharp grey blazer and shoes that looked like they could kick down a wall.

"Good morning, Maya," Sami said softly. "The light is very strong today, isn't it?"

"Open the door, Sami," Maya said, pushing past him.

She walked into the hallway. The air inside smelled of beeswax and old paper. Maya wrinkled her nose.

"Have you opened the windows? It smells like a church in here."

"I am preserving the atmosphere," Sami said, closing the door gently. "Why are you here? I was just interpreting my breakfast."

Maya turned around and held up the brown envelope. "This is why I am here. This was at the post office. Your box is full, Sami. They can't fit anything else in. The postmaster called me. Again."

Sami looked at the envelope. It had a plastic window. He hated envelopes with plastic windows. They always contained demands.

"I will collect it when the time is right," Sami said, walking past her toward the kitchen. "Rushing disrupts the flow."

"The flow?" Maya followed him, her heels clicking loudly on the wooden floor. "Sami, this is a final notice. I can see the red stamp from here. It’s for the property tax. Or maybe the electricity. I don’t know, because you never open them."

Sami sat back down at his table. He picked up his banana. "Money is energy, Maya. When I focus on the lack of it, I create more lack. When I focus on abundance, abundance comes."

"Well, the electricity company doesn't accept abundance," Maya said, slamming the envelope onto the table. It landed next to the burnt toast. "They accept currency. And you don't have any because you haven't booked a guest in three months."

"The house is resting," Sami said defensively. "It needed a season of silence."

"It’s a business, Sami! It’s not a monk." Maya sat down opposite him. Her face softened slightly. She looked tired. "Look. I know you miss Aunt Helena. I know you want to run this place your way. But you are going to lose it. Do you understand? They will take it."

Sami felt a cold spike in his stomach. Fear. He hated fear. It was a low vibration. He quickly tried to visualize a white light surrounding him, protecting him from Maya’s harsh words.

"They cannot take what is meant for me," he said, closing his eyes. "If I am meant to be here, the universe will provide."

"The universe provided a guest last week," Maya pointed out. "A tourist from Germany. He wanted to stay three nights. You told him the room had 'sorrowful energy' and sent him to the hotel in town."

"The room was crying," Sami said earnestly. "The tap was dripping. It was a sign."

"It was a washer!" Maya shouted. "It needed a fifty-cent rubber washer! You just had to fix the tap!"

Sami shook his head. "You see mechanics. I see messages. That is our difference, Maya."

Maya stood up. She took a deep breath. She looked around the kitchen, at the peeling paint on the ceiling, the pile of unopened letters on the counter, the dust dancing in the sunbeams.

"I am going to pay this bill," she said, picking up the envelope. "I am going to pay it with my money. Again."

"You are very generous," Sami said. "Your karma will be beautiful."

"My bank account will be empty," she corrected. "But listen to me. This is the last time. I mean it. I have a friend. A contractor. He is coming tomorrow."

Sami’s eyes snapped open. "A contractor? No. No heavy machinery. No noise. It disrupts the ley lines."

"He is coming to look at the roof," Maya said firmly. "And the plumbing. He is going to give us a list of what needs to be done. And you are going to listen to him."

"I will pray on it," Sami said.

"You do that," Maya walked to the door. She paused. "But while you are praying, Sami, try to find a prayer that fixes dry rot. Because the house is falling down."

She left. The door clicked shut.

Silence returned to the kitchen. The dust motes continued their slow, aimless dance.

Sami looked at the space where the envelope had been. He felt a mixture of relief and shame. The relief was warm and sweet—he did not have to deal with the paper. The shame was colder, like a draft under the door.

He looked at the burnt toast again.

"Obscuration," he whispered to himself. "I was right. It was a day to stay still."

He picked up the toast and carried it to the window. He crumbled it into the garden for the birds. It was good to feed the birds. That was a responsibility he could handle.

But as he looked up, he saw a dark patch on the ceiling above the window. A water stain. It looked like a map of a country that didn't exist. It was bigger than it had been yesterday.

Sami stared at it.

"It looks like a heart," he murmured. "It means love is coming."

He smiled, turned his back on the stain, and went to boil water for tea. The water took a long time to boil, but Sami did not mind. He was very good at waiting.
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Chapter 2: Dust Motes in Sunlight
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After Maya left, the house felt heavy. Her energy was like a loud drum in a library. It vibrated in the corners of the room, disturbing the peace of the dust motes.

Sami stood in the hallway for a long time. He needed to clear the air. He could not start his day with this residue of stress and tax demands.

He went to the small wooden cabinet in the living room. It was filled with candles, dried herbs, and small stones that he had collected from the river. He selected a bundle of dried sage.

"Cleanse," he whispered. "Reset."

He lit the sage. A thick, sweet smoke curled into the air. Sami walked through the house, waving the smoke into the corners.

"Leave," he told the memory of Maya’s arguments. "Go out the window. Take the talk of money with you."

He walked into the library. This was his favorite room. The walls were lined with books that smelled of vanilla and history. There was a large armchair with velvet fabric that had worn thin on the arms.

Sami sat down. He closed his eyes. He needed to meditate. He needed to find his center before this "contractor" arrived tomorrow. A contractor meant noise. It meant hammers. Hammers were the enemies of silence.

He placed his hands on his knees. Breathe in, he thought. Breathe out.

Drip.

Sami’s left eye twitched.

Drip.

It was a soft sound, coming from the corner of the room. Sami tried to integrate the sound into his meditation. It is water, he told himself. Water is life. It is the sound of a mountain stream.

Drip. Splat.

It did not sound like a mountain stream. It sounded like water hitting a bucket that was already half full.

Sami opened one eye. In the corner, under the tall window, sat a blue plastic bucket. He had put it there two weeks ago when the heavy rain started. He had forgotten to empty it.

The water from the ceiling was falling with a steady, rhythmic persistence. It was a metronome of decay.

"It is a clock," Sami said aloud, trying to reframe the problem. "Nature is keeping time for me."

He decided he would empty the bucket later. The bucket was heavy. Lifting heavy things required proper preparation. He wasn't wearing his lifting shoes. He was wearing his soft slippers.

He stood up and walked to the front door to check the mail. He knew Maya had taken the big envelope, the scary one. But the postman, a cheerful man named Leo, usually came around eleven.

The brass mail slot clattered.

Sami waited for the sound to stop echoing. He approached the door cautiously. On the floor lay a single white envelope.

It was small. It looked innocent.

Sami picked it up. He held it by the very edge, as if it were a sleeping bee that might sting him.

The return address was "City Water & Waste."

Sami felt his chest tighten. Another bill. Why did they send so many? He used water to make tea and to wash his face. He did not fill swimming pools. He did not water the weeds; the sky did that.

He looked at the sunlight streaming through the stained glass above the door. The light was red and blue.

"If I open this in red light," Sami reasoned, "it will be an angry letter. Red is the color of warning."

He moved to the living room where the light was yellow.

"Yellow is the color of caution," he muttered. "Still not right."

He walked to the kitchen. The light there was white and clear. But a cloud passed over the sun at that exact moment, turning the room grey.

"Ah," Sami said, nodding sagely. "The sun has hidden its face. It is not the right time to engage with bureaucracy. The universe is dimming the lights. It is a sign to rest."

He opened a drawer in the kitchen counter. This was the "Drawer of Patience." It was full of white envelopes, unopened, stacked in neat little piles.

He slid the water bill into the drawer and pushed it shut.

"I will deal with you when the sun is bright," he promised the drawer. "When my spirit is strong enough to carry the weight of numbers."

He felt lighter immediately. The problem was not gone, but it was hidden. And in Sami’s world, hidden things did not have teeth.

He made himself a cup of herbal tea. He chose a blend called "Serenity Now." He sat by the window and watched the garden.

A spider was weaving a web between the window frame and a rose bush. Sami watched it with fascination. The spider did not have a mortgage. The spider did not receive letters from the city council. The spider simply spun, and the flies came.

"You have the right idea," Sami said to the spider. "Trust the process."

The phone rang.

It was a harsh, jarring ring. The old rotary phone on the wall. Only three people had the number: Maya, the pizza place, and the bank.

Sami stared at the phone.

Ring.

"If it is important, they will call back," Sami whispered.

Ring.

"Or maybe it is a wrong number. I should not interfere with someone else's mistake."

Ring.

"If I answer, I disrupt the silence I just created with the sage."

The ringing stopped.

Sami exhaled. He took a sip of tea. He felt a small victory. He had protected his peace.

But then, the silence that followed felt different. It wasn't the warm, cozy silence of the library. It was a sharp, waiting silence. The house seemed to be holding its breath.

He looked up at the ceiling. The water stain in the kitchen was definitely shaped like a heart, as he had thought yesterday. But now, looking closer, he saw a crack running through the middle of the heart.

"A broken heart," Sami murmured. "The house is sad."

He felt a sudden surge of affection for the building. He stood up and patted the wall. The plaster was cold and slightly damp.

"Do not worry," he told the wall. "Maya is sending a friend. A healer for houses. He will understand you."

He really hoped the contractor would be a spiritual man. Someone who understood that you couldn't just hammer nails into old wood; you had to ask the wood for permission. If Maya sent a man with a loud radio and muddy boots, it would be a disaster.

Sami decided he needed to prepare the house for the guest. He could not fix the roof, but he could fix the energy.

He spent the next three hours arranging crystals.

He placed a piece of rose quartz by the front door to invite love. He put a piece of black tourmaline in the hallway to absorb negativity. He placed a large amethyst on the kitchen table to help with... well, he wasn't sure what amethyst did, but it was purple, and purple was a royal color.

By two o'clock, he was exhausted.

He had done so much work. He had moved at least ten stones. He had walked up and down the stairs three times. He felt the virtuous fatigue of a man who has labored in the fields, even though he had not left his living room.

He sat back down in the kitchen. The "Drawer of Patience" was closed. The phone was silent. The spider was still spinning.
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